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"This is a fairy-tale." "It is the truth."
"Why, it is a romance, a fantasy; it is impossible- it   is shadow!"
"Yes, but I do not feel ashamed that I loved him or he became to rne a sort of divinity.    I can compare him to one, and, as a matter of fact, there is no one worthy to compared to him." "Where is he now?"
" I don't even know.   He married, and he lives far away. " "What nonsense!"
And my absurd  Pietro  looked somewhat  disdainful    a incredulous.
"But it is true'; I love you now, but in quite a different way. '* "I give you all my heart, and you  give me only half   of yours," he said.
"Don't ask  too  much,  and  be   satisfied   with  what    you receive."
"But this is not all?    Isn't there something else?" "That is all."
" Pardon me, and allow me not to believe you this time." (Notice his depravity.) "You must believe the truth." " I can not."
"So much the worse for you!" I exclaimed, in anger. "It is beyond my comprehension," he said. "That is because you are very depraved." " Perhaps."
"Don't you believe that I have never permitted anyone to kiss my hand?"
" Pardon me, but I do not."
"Sit down beside  me," L said, "let  us  talk, and tell    me everything."
He told me'all that had been said to him, and all he had said himself.
